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Before the Fire 


Dress fancy was all that the text had said. James had stared at it for a hard moment before sighing and 


shaking his head. Dave was, as usual, up to something and James wasn't sure if he wanted to know what. 


But it sounded like a date so he'd gone and showered and dressed just the way Dave liked,grey pants, white 
shirt, and a grey vest. Standing in the kitchen, James leaned against the wall with a mug of coffee in one hand 


and watched the snow fall through the tiny kitchen window. 


The snow had shown up at the end of September and had barely taken a breather since. As November closed 
in on them, the dark nights and short days had been taking a toll on his mental health. James loved living in the 
mountains but he loathed how quickly the seasons changed and how soon those bright days of spring and 


summer faded into the bleak coldness of winter. 


Life had become better thanks to his move to the tiny town of Waybridge. Along with the cottage and his 
ever present cat, Blue, Dave had become another reason for getting up in the morning. He'd found a place he 


could call home and, for that, he was thankful. 


The first indication that Dave was home was the sound of paws hitting the wooden floor and racing to the 
door. The second was Blue starting his air raid siren-like yowling. The third was the front door opening and 


Dave greeting the cat. 


James smiled as he listened to Dave. He could hear the younger man dropping his bag beside the door before 
sweeping Blue into his arms. Man and cat were chattering to one another as Dave walked through the cottage 
and to the kitchen. The next indicator that Dave was home was Dave raiding the refrigerator to see if there 


was anything to eat. He normally did that while complimenting the smells of James’ cooking. 


But tonight there were no smells coming from the oven. Instead, there was what smelled like pizza. James 
refused to move away from the window and look at his partner. He was enjoying the little game that he was 


playing, listening to Dave and waiting for him to say something. 


"Damn." Dave's voice was soaked with his Virginian accent. Cardboard was slid across the marble counter top 


before Dave's hand stroked over his ass. 


A shiver ran up James’ spine and he smiled to himself. Straightening himself up, he pushed himself back into 
the exploring hand. 


"Fuck, baby," Dave continued. "You look fine" 


James chuckled to himself before turning to look at the younger man. If Dave's jaw could have dropped any 
lower it would have been scraping the floor. He stood with the cat cradled in one arm and a wide eyed look of 


surprise on his face. 


"See you came home with pizza," he softly said. Stepping up to Dave, he gave the younger man a kiss before 
pulling back. "So we're not going out, huh? Why'd you ask me to dress all nice?" 


Dave was, as usual, looking a little dishevelled after his day at the shop. Hairs were escaping his ponytail, there 
were smudges on his glasses and, if James wasn't mistaken, something that looked like cobwebs tangled around 
one ear. Dave had obviously been cleaning, or hunting for something in the rooms of stock that he kept in the 
back of the shop. He hardly looked as though he was dressed for a date but there was something about the 


dust and the cobwebs that drew James a little closer. 


"Uh-uh." Dave's Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed hard. James loved the effect that he was having on the 
younger man and he slid a hand along Dave's jaw just to feel the other man twitch and tighten. "Thought we'd 
- you know - stay home. Have pizza. Do." Dave took a deep breath. "Stuff" 


"Oh" James paused and whispered his fingers along Dave's throat and to the enticing hollow that peeked over 


the collar of his jacket. "You want that?" 


Dave swallowed again and nodded. His eyes were still wide. Curling his fingers beneath Dave's chin, James drew 


him in for a kiss. His lips lingered over the younger man's and he stayed for a second before pulling back. 


"Well, maybe we should eat that pizza and then settle on the couch and see what happens." 


Teasing Dave was almost a full time hobby for James. He enjoyed watching the other man watch him. He loved 
knowing that Dave would do anything to get in his pants. On top of that it had been couple of weeks since 
they'd settled into an evening of being together. 


But he knew that the second dinner was finished then the tables would turn and Dave would be the one in 


control. Whatever happened next would be all down to him. 


Swiping up the pizza, James whistled as he turned and walked to the dining table. There was the soft sound of 
paws hitting the wood and, a heartbeat later, Blue was sitting on a chair. Settling himself beside the cat, James 
opened the cardboard lid and all but inhaled the scent of hot pepperoni and cheese. 


‘l-um." A can of soda was placed in front of him and James gazed up at a clearly flustered Dave. He'd 
obviously averted the younger man's plan and seeing Dave working for what he wanted made something in 
James’ stomach tighten. 


He cocked his head and waited as Dave collected himself. Those large brown eyes were wide and he was 


chewing on his lower lip. 


| was thinking we could sit on the couch," Dave finally murmured. The dark-haired man glanced over to the 


place where they spent every evening. "The fire's nice tonight.” 


"It is." James softened a little. Closing the pizza box, he stood and ran a hand over Dave's hair. His fingers 
twisted in the dark strands before gently scratching at the other man's beard. "And you know l'm playing, 
right?" 


Dave nodded and gave him a smile. "I do, yeah. Come on, let's eat." 


Night had well and truly fallen. Darkness inched through the windows and into the corners that the fire didn't 
reach. Sitting on the couch and sharing a pizza with Dave was one of the small pleasures that James had come 
to appreciate. His life had revolved around music and travelling. He'd had the best of the best and, on occasion, 
having everything at his fingertips had gone to his head. There had been affairs and overindulgence of every 
kind. He had desperately needed to slow down and, with the help of in-patient therapy, he'd finally managed it. 
Now he preferred to have the little things; a comfortable bed, a good book, his cat, and a night in with his 


lover. 


James eventually found himself with his legs stretched towards the fire. Dave was curled beside him, his head 
resting on James’ stomach. Silence hung between them as the fire crackled. His fingers gently stroked over 
Dave's hair, smoothing the long dark strands down. Everything was peaceful and he, probably naively, assumed 
that Dave had forgotten about his earlier promise. 


He was watching the flames dance in the grate when he felt the couch shift. Dave moved away from him 
before pulling his knees up onto the well worn cushions. Arms were draped around James’ neck and lips 
whispered along his jaw and to the corner of his mouth. Dave's whiskers tickled and James smiled as he waited 


to see what the other man would do. 
"You are so fuckin’ hot." 


James’ smile widened and he shifted so that he could return the dark-haired man's kisses. His fingers 
wandered into Dave's hair and pull the other man closer. Dave purred beneath his touches and all but melted 
into his hands. Fingers wandered across his own head and into the waves of silver hair that nestled in the nap 
of his neck As much as he sometimes complained about his body, James had given into Dave's compliments 
and allowed himself to keep his roll of a stomach and shoulder length silver hair. Some of the weight had 
dropped thanks to the work that he did on the house and garden. But Dave hadn't complained too much about 
that. Rather he'd noticed an increase in stamina and taken that as a hint that there was more sex than before 


on the table. 


The air between them grew heavier and James could feel his suit pants tightening. But he wasn't going to give 
in that easily. Instead, he eased Dave into his lap and deepened the kiss. His fingers knotted into the nap of 
Dave's neck and his tongue pressed against the other man's lips. Dave, as always, was all too willing to open up. 
His soft moans filled were music to James’ ears and he loved the feeling of the younger man gently easing 


himself back and forth in order to find some kind of friction. 
"Horny, baby?" he murmured. 
"For you?" Dave's voice was thick and heavy with lust. "Always." 


Dave's thighs slid along his own and his hands wandered from James’ hair and down over his chest. They 
paused for a moment at his stomach before stroking across the bulge in his pants. Dark eyes twinkled with 
excitement and, before James could draw breath, Dave was kneeling beside him and eagerly tugging the zipper 


down. 
"What are you doing?" 
Dave's fingers twisted at the button "Something | don't do often enough. Sucking your cock." 


That caused James' heart to flutter. While they played often, the foreplay had faded into the background as 
they raced towards those blissful moments of penetration Dave was all too fond of offering up his cute little 
ass. But if James had to be truthful, he had missed the moments when they did something other than just 
get naked. He'd started to forget, again, that sex was more than just an orgasm. It was more than just 


penetration It was about living in the moment and feeling the closeness of the person that you loved 


Fingers strengthened by years of manual labour pulled his cock from his pants. James groaned as he was given 


several long, slow strokes. He'd also forgotten just how nice it was to have the warmth of the fire wrap 


around his sensitive skin. 
"Yeah," he whispered. "Put your mouth on me." 
"Oh, l'm gonna." 


Even though his head had rolled onto the back of the couch, James could hear the teasing smile in Dave's 
voice. When Dave ran the tip of his tongue over the head, James melted into the deep cushions. It took all of 


his strength to lift his hand and place it on the back of Dave's head. 


And, oh, how Dave took his time. He dampened James’ skin with gentle licks before placing soft kisses over the 
slit. For a moment, he sucked at the pre-come, drawing it out and causing James to whimper. He wanted to 
open his eyes and watch the show. Wanted to see Dave kneeling on the couch with his ass in the air and his 
mouth working over his cock. But he couldn't. James felt as though he was moving through mud, his entire 
body heavy as Dave worshipped his cock. 


Those lips finally slid a little lower, taking in only the head. They massage the skin and wrap over the veins. And 
all James can do is moan softly. His hand rests on Dave's head, his fingers gently squeezing as he attempts to 
encourage the other man lower. But Dave is a man who moves to the beat of his own drum. Everything is 


done on his time and at his pace and no amount of encouragement will get him to move any faster. 


His fingers caught the elastic that kept Dave's hair tied back. Giving it a tug, James pulled it clean off. Dave's 
hair fell over his fingers, allowing him to ball it in his hand and give a gentle pull. That single movement had the 
desired effect and Dave groaned, the vibrations transferring from his mouth and straight down James' flesh. 
A howl flew from his lips and his hips bucked as he tried to push himself deeper into the other man's soft, 
warm mouth. 


Dave paused, which only added to James’ frustration, and chuckled. "Not so fast. You're playing with me now, 
Hetfield And I'm going to enjoy every second of this. Might eat your ass later, too. Get you lying in front of 


the fire with some pillows under your hips and feast myself silly on that sweet, sweet ass of yours." 


James didn't know what came over him. Whether it was the way Dave was holding his cock Or his free hand 
being in James’ pants and caressing his balls. Or the absolutely filthy talk that was falling from Dave's lips. But 
his orgasm crested and he arched himself from the couch with a strangled grunt as his come arched from 


his cock and onto his white shirt. 


Dave's hand was loose around his cock, his thumb resting just below the glans and gently massaging any 
remaining fluid out. "Damn, James. | didn't realise that you were that horny." 


Taking deep, laboured breath, James swallowed around his sandpapery throat before opening his eyes. "I didn't 
either. Fuck. That felt good. So good." 


‘lm glad it did. But let's get you outta that shirt, okay?" He glanced at Dave and found the younger man 


smiling softly. "I wanna see you come all over yourself again" 


It took James precisely five seconds to scoot himself forward enough to unbutton the shirt and vest and slide 
them from his shoulders. He tossed them to the floor before grabbing at Dave and crushing their lips 


together. The younger man stiffened in his embrace and cried out before returning the hungry kisses. 


Their hands roamed, grabbing at skin, or clothing, or hair. Soft groans filled the air and fingernails gripped at 
thick biceps. Eventually they both fell naked and panting back to the couch. There was a small pile of clothes on 
the floor. In Dave's hands was a small bottle of oil. James had no clue where it had suddenly appeared from 


but he was interested to see what it would be used for. 
"Want me to fuck you?" he asked. 
Dave grinned and shook his head. "No, | want you to sit back and spread your legs a little." 


James did as he was asked and settled himself back into the couch. His cock was already hard again and he 
watched Dave through lidded eyes. The younger man popped the cap on the bottle and angled it so that a slow 
stream of scented oil flowed down onto his dick. The thick liquid slid down his skin and pooled at the root before 


continuing down to his balls. 


James couldn't contain the groans and obscenities that fell from his lips. They'd never done anything like that 
before and the sensation of the oil on his bare skin was like nothing he'd ever felt before. Gentle yet sensual. 
When Dave placed the bottle to one side and wrapped his hand around his oil-slicked cock, James struggled to 


not lose his composure again. 

He forced himself not to fall back into the couch and close his eyes. Instead, he kept his gaze on his naked 
boyfriend. Dave sat beside him, one leg curled under himself as his hand worked over James’ cock. The oil 
added a whole other dimension that James had never even imagined and the sensation of Dave's hand sliding 
easily over his flesh was heavenly. Deep down, he knew that he wouldn't last for long. 

His cock bobbed and tightened beneath Dave's grip and every stroke pushed him closer to that moment of 
bliss. The moment when stars would burst behind his eyes and, for a brief second, he would leave his body 
and travel to the point above his head. 


"Dave." 


"Mmm?" Dave's thumb swept across the head of his cock and James felt a jolt of electricity snap down his 


spine. 
"Don't think l'm gonna last much longer." 


"That's fine. You can do me once you're done." 


James forced himself to relax and take in what was happening. Dave's free hand dipped between his spread legs 
and cupped his balls. His fingers stroked the oil through the tight curls of hair before brushing any residue up 
and onto the swell of his stomach. Those touches were as gentle as the season's first snow and James was 
entranced by the way Dave's hands were moving. The way his fingers just seemed to glide through the oil and 
over his skin. The way the palm of his hand cradled his belly before sweeping back down to caress his balls. 


All of it was becoming too much. James could hear his breathing becoming laboured. Pre-come flowed freely 
down his cock and Dave took his time in mixing it with the oil. His attention to detail with the way his fingers 


traced veins and squeezed the shaft would be enough to make any man fall under his spell. 


James could feel the knot growing in his groin. A growl rose from his chest and he curled his fingers into the 
couch cushions. He lifted his hips and forced himself deeper into Dave's hand. Around him, it felt as though the 
cottage was fading to nothing as everything became focused on that single point of pleasure deep inside of him. 


Time stood still and the air was drawn from his lungs. Semen splattered against his stomach and chest as he 
cock pulsed against Dave's palm. Sex had always been good for him. But, with Dave, it had become incredible. He 
enjoyed the variety that the younger man bought as well as living his authentic self. 


He should have been exhausted and on the brink of dragging himself to bed. Instead, James cracked an eye and 
smiled at Dave. The younger man was looking at him expectantly, his own cock hard and his hand hovering over 


it. 
"Dont touch yourself, Grohl. I'm gonna do it for you." 


That was all it took for Dave to perk up. Picking up the bottle of oil, James angled himself so that he could 
easily work Dave. He picked the slightly scented oil over the other man's dick, watching as Dave sank into the 
couch. Dark eyes were closed against the world as James slid his fingers through the thick liquid and began to 
stroke. 


How often had they touched one another in such a way? Dave masturbated on a regular basis. Sometimes 
daily if he was feeling particularly pent up and sex was still several hours away. Lying in bed and listening to 
Dave pleasure himself in the shower was something that James enjoyed immensely. Of course, they'd watched 
one another jerk off. It had been more prevalent in the early days of their relationship back when Dave was 
living above the shop and only visiting in an evening before going home. Sometimes there wasn't enough time to 
fit a quick sex session in before Dave dragged himself back and into bed. So they'd sit on the couch together, 
often talking and kissing before hands dipped between legs and fingers crept into pants. James made a mental 


note to nudge Dave into an evening of mutual masturbation 
"How you feelin?" he murmured. 


Dave's head rested against the back of the couch and he was panting softly. Resting his chin on the younger 


man's shoulder, James brushed his lips against Dave's ear. His hand continued to stroke and squeeze as it 


travelled the full length of Dave's cock. There were no half-hearted strokes. No rush for everything to end. 
"How you feelin?" 

"Fuckin! amazing." 

"Gonna come for me?" 

"All over your fuckin’ hand," Dave gasped. 

His teeth tugged at Dave's earlobe. "When?" 

"Any. Fuckin’. Minute. Now." 

Dave's chest rose and fell and James noted his hands gripping the couch as he tried to fight back the 
inevitable. That tiny detail was enough for James to press himself onwards. His hand slid along Dave's skin, 
teasing and touching. His fingers traced over the veins in Dave's cock, teasing them with his fingernails before 
he wrapped his hand around the hard flesh. 

"And what are you going to do once you've come?" 

Dave took a deep shaking breath and his eyes fluttered. "Eat your fine ass." 

He felt the other man's cock surge against his palm. Dave's voice rose in pitch as he lifted his ass from the 
couch and come arced onto his chest. The younger man whimpered and moaned as James continued to stroke 
him and milk every last drop from his dick. 

Dave finally sank back to the couch with a look of pure bliss on his face. His eyes were still closed but he'd 
loosened his death grip on their worn couch. They sat in silence for a moment, just enjoying one another's 
company. Those were some of the moments that James lived for. The peace, the silence, the knowing that 


someone enjoyed his company as much as he enjoyed theirs. 


Shifting his weight on the couch, James moved to press a kiss to the corner of Dave's mouth. The younger 
man opened an eye and gave him a warm smile. It was the smile that always made James' stomach twitch. 


"So, about feasting on your ass..?" 


